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THE MOTHER'S DARLING. 
[Illustration of first-page picture.] 

Close claspeth her baby the mother, 

To her happy cheek folding it home, 
As if she would hinder some other 

From tempting the young feet to roam. 
Her eyes are aglow with the splendor 

Of that mother-love sacred as wild : 
Every nerve is a harp-string so tender, 

To reply to the hand of her child. 

' Mother's darling ! " the full heart expresses. 

Though the lips no endearment may speak : 
The sweetest of all love-caresses, 

May be found in that touch of the cheek. 
What would life be, to her, on the morrow, 

With that warm flesh but beautiful clay — 
With the death-angel smiling in sorrow 

While they coffined the baby away ? 

Ah, mother, fond mother ! — clasp closely 

This love-flower in its earliest bloom ; 
For such cords, in years later, bind loosely, 
When the wide world has offered its room. 
* Mother's darling " may yet be some other's ; 
And ah, then what a jealousy-pain 
Will assail loving hearts like the mother's, 
When they reach for their babies in vain ! 

— John Hay Furness. 



THE FALL OF RICHMOND. 

A VIRGINIA GIRL'S EXPERIENCE. 

The spring of 1865 found my younger sister Fan- 
nie and myself living at the corner of Franklin and 
streets, Richmond, Virginia. We were " room- 
keeping" there; and in the same house lived twelve 
or fifteen other ladies, and a few gentlemen, mostly 
wounded and discharged soldiers, or men otherwise 
incapacitated for duty in the field, and who were now 
doing service in the various government depart- 
ments in the city. 

As " room-keeping " is a term and mode of life 
which had its origin in the war^ome explanation 
may be necessary. Richmond was so crowded by 
the women and children who had sought refuge there 
when their homes were taken possession of by the 
advancing Federal forces, that rents soon became 
incredibly high, and it was very rarely the case that 
a single family even of large means, could afford to 
occupy a whole house to themselves ; and even the- 
mansions of the rich were pointed at with indigna- 
tion and contempt if they were known to have one 
unoccupied chamber which they refused to rent, 
while so many refugees were begging for shelter. 
Consequently a house of average size would usually 
contain from two to six families, each occupying 
one, two, or three rooms, and each having their own 
private table, and meals served in their own apart- 
ments ; but all using a common parlor when the 
guests to be entertained were not intimate enough 
to be brought to the family room. We had to prac- 
tice the closest economy in the veriest necessaries of 
life — counting out even the potatoes for dinner and 
the grains of coffee for breakfast, when we were so 
blessed as to have grains to count. 

My sister and I always managed to have a slice 
of meat apiece once a day ; yet, if an unexpected vis- 
itor came in, the slices would have to be judiciously 
cut a little thinner to make them " go aropnd." The 
necessity for such economy will be readily under- 
stood when I quote from my book of household ex- 
penses, March, 1865: " 1 bbl. flour, $300; 1 lb. coffee, 
$40; 1 lb. butter, $25; 1 lb. beefsteak, $13," etc., etc. 
At the same time we were paying $80 a pair for shoes, 
and $4 or $5 apiece for spools of cotton. 

Out of our very scantiness we sometimes made 
good jokes. Usually there would be but one cook 
for the entire household — a colored woman, who 
would cook often for five or six different families; 
and it was wonderful how she would manage to keep 
the different lots of provisions separate, always mak- 
ing for each family a loaf of bread, hot for breakfast 
every morning, and sending up to each the exact 
quantity of flour, or number of potatoes, sent down 
to her. I remember, though, a very ludicrous mis- 



take which occurred one day in this connection. 1 
had given out for dinner for my sister and myself 
two slices of ham, two large sweet potatoes, and a 
cup of rice to boil; my sister had just helped herself 
to one of the potatoes, and broken it open, when a 
little mulatto girl came running in, in eager haste, 
exclaiming, "Aunt Chany say dat Mis. Brown's tater 
you got ! " And, sure enough, on looking at the 
smoking tuber, which Fannie was at that moment 
raising to her mouth, I found that it was a red-skin- 
ned " tater," while all that I had bought were yel- 
low. However, the mischief was quickly remedied, 
the pieces placed together and carried to Mrs. 
Brown, and in the one which she sent back I readily 
recognized, by its rotund shape, my own golden 
" sweet." 

Sunday was always a day prolific of rumors, owing, 
I suppose, to persons on that day being idle, and 
prone to collect in groups at street corners, and 
other convenient places of rendezvous ; and any lit- 
tle passing spark of a report of a battle, or retreat, 
or any other war movement, was soon caught up and 
fanned into a flame, gathering volume as it flew from 
street to street: consequently on Sunday we were 
always on the qui vive for the news. 

On the memorable Sunday, 2d April, 1865, having 
been kept from church by the illness of my sister, 
about the time that I supposed the congregations 
would be returning from their various places of wor- 
ship, I stepped to the door to inquire from any pass- 
ing acquaintance the news from " the front ; " for all 
that day, and for many previous, the battle had been 
raging around Petersburg, and the distant roar of 
artillery had been sounding, we feared, the death 
knell of many of our loved and loving ones; and 
what was scarcely less dear to us, the fate of the 
"Southern Confederacy," was, we felt, hanging in 
the balance. At any moment we might expect to 
hear either a shout of triumph brought from our vic- 
torious army, or the news of a defeat, which would 
be a crushing out of our last hope ; for on General 
Lee's success there, we felt, depended the life of our 
young nation. 

The first person I saw at the door was a fellow- 
lodger, Miss Bowers, who came tottering up the 
steps, pale and agitated, exclaiming: • 

"Oh, have you heard the dreadful news? Gen- 
eral Lee's right flank has given way; he has been 
compelled to retreat, and Richmond is to be evacu- 
ated immediately! While Dr. H. was in the midst of 
his sermon, a messenger came hurriedly into the 
church, walked up the aisle, handed him a note, and 
quickly left. Dr. H. glanced anxiously over the 
mysterious paper, leaned his head for a moment in 
silence on his desk, then rising, said: 'Brethren, 
trying scenes are before us ; General Lee has been 
defeated ; but remember that God is with us in the 
storm as well as in the calm. Go quietly to your 
homes, and whatever may be in store for us, do not 
forget that we. are Christian men and women: and 
may the blessing of God the Father, Son, and Holy 
Ghost be with you all.' Tearfully, for the congrega- 
tion was composed almost exclusively of women and 
children, but with a silence that told more than 
words the intensity of their feelings, they all left the 
church." 

Next came in Mrs. Porter, from St. Paul's Church, 
crying : 

" Oh, Miss Lucy, have you heard that the city is to 
be evacuated immediately, and the Yankees will be 
here before morning? While we were in church a 
horseman dashed up to the door, dismounted, and 
entering, went up the aisle and handed a paper to 
the President, then whispered to .the several mem- 
bers of the cabinet who were there, and they all 
arose and went out. What can it all mean? — and 
what is to become of us poor defenseless women, 
God only knows ! " 

" Don't be so desponding, Mrs. Porter," said I. " I 
don't believe they are going to evacuate, for that has 
been reported so often, it is nothing but one of our 
Sunday rumors." 

"Ah, my child, no ! The calamity has indeed come 
upon us at last ; I feel that it is true." 

Though I spoke very hopefully, and tried to look 
as if I did not believe the rumor, a nervous shiver 
came over me, and my limbs trembled and felt so 
weak that I almost thought I should fall. Asking 
Mrs. Porter to sit with my sister to prevent any one 
from breaking the news suddenly to her before I 
came back, I ran down to the house of a neighbor, 
Mrs. Wright, to ask for a little brandy, that I might 
give my sister a toddy to strengthen her to bear the 



dreadful communication I had to make. On reach- 
ing Mrs. Wright's door, I found her running from 
room to room, wringing her hands, tearing her hair, 
and crying : 

" Oh, my poor child ! and her father not here to 
protect us ! And they say the dreadful black 
wretches are in the very front of Grant's army, and 
will rush into the city before any decent white men 
are here to restrain them ! Oh ! what is to become 
of us ? " 

Meanwhile her lovely daughter, Lulu, a beautiful 
girl of sixteen, was clinging to her mother, and beg- 
ging her not to weep so, for she did not believe that all 
Yankees were as bad as people said they were ; and 
that may be General Lee would drive them back yet. 

"Oh! my child," cried her mother, "you don't 
know what you are talking about, and have little 
idea what is before us." 

Finding I could do nothing to comfort her, I 
helped myself to the brandy, and hastening home, 
gave it to my sister, and then broke the news to her 
as gently as I could ; but with sad forebodings of the 
consequences in her enfeebled condition : for her very 
heart-strings had seemed bound up in the "Confed- 
eracy " and our gallant little army. But like the true 
woman that she was, when there was real need for 
courage and self-control, she bore up bravely. 

I then left her to go to my married sister, Mrs. 
Carter, who, with her little daughter Daisy, four 
years old, and an infant of four weeks, was living a 
few squares from us ; her husband, like all the other 
gentlemen of our family, being at the front with 
General Lee. Thinking we could better bear what 
was before us, when we were all together to comfort 
and strengthen each other, I brought her and her 
little ones around to our room. Then we all sat 
huddled together in almost breathless suspense, our 
thoughts one moment being with the absent dear 
ones, of whose fate we had not, nor could we hope 
to have soon, the slightest tidings. All through the 
afternoon, friends and neighbors were running in 
and out, bringing fresh rumors, some hopeful, some 
despairing; and one old lady obstinately declaring 
that she did not believe one word of it — that it was 
nothing but another " Sunday sensation." 

About four o'clock we heard an ominous boom, 
like the sound of artillery nearer than any we had 
previously heard. For a moment our hearts almost 
ceased to beat. We thought the enemy must be very 
close at hand ; and as the booming continued, various 
conjectures were advanced as to the quarter from 
which we might look for them — some thinking the 
sounds came from one direction, and some from 
another. In order to hear more distinctly, if possi- 
ble, Mrs. Porter and I stepped to the door to listen 
and draw our own inferences. Hearing it much more 
plainly outside, we followed on in the direction 
whence it seemed to proceed, until we reached our 
neighbor's stable door; when, to ooir great amuse- 
ment, we found that it was nothing but the kicking 
of a horse against his stall, which certainly sounded 
enough like the distant firing of a cannon to deceive 
any but the most practiced ear. 

Another incident which gave us the luxury of a 
smile even at this gloomy crisis, I must here relate. 
Seeing the consternation into which the whole house- 
hold was thrown by the news that the " Yankees " 
were coming, our little mulatto maid Lettie, while 
sympathizing with the alarm and distress of her eld- 
ers, was somewhat perplexed to understand exactly 
what the threatened evil was. So, anxious to get a 
little light on the mysterious subject, she crept 
gently up to my side and whispered timidly: 

" Miss Lucy, what sort o' looking things is Yan- 
kees? Does dey have horns? Cause, ef dey does, I 
saw one on 'em at de show, and he had a tail like a 
cow." 

Her little brain was evidently sadly confused be- 
tween Yankees and buffaloes. 

All through the day the various gentlemen belong- 
ing to the house had been running in to get their 
haversacks, canteens, blankets, etc., with a view of 
following the retreating army ; and each one would 
be besieged by the crowd of ladies with eager cries 
of: " Oh, Mr. A.,- do you believe they are going to 
evacuate ? " or, " Mr. B., have you any idea where 
General Lee will make a stand?" But we would 
only receive the unsatisfactory answer : "We know 
nothing positively, but that we are ordered to pack 
up all the public documents as a precautionary mea- 
sure." 

Just at nightfall, two soldier friends, whose duties 
had detained them in the city till that moment, came 



